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ABSTRACT 
 
Reverend Stormfield Goes to Heaven is an operetta in six scenes for seven vocalists and 
flute, clarinet, horn, percussion, piano, violin, cello, and double bass.  The work’s 
approximate length is 40 minutes.  The libretto is written by the composer and based on the 
short story by Mark Twain titled “Captain Stormfield Goes to Heaven.”  The short story 
features the typical biting sarcasm of Mark Twain.  The libretto combines part of the original 
text with alterations to satirize modern day Christianity and religious values in general.  The 
story follows Reverend Stormfield as she arrives in Heaven and quickly learns that the 
locations and people she expected to see and meet are shockingly different.  The journey 
takes her through comical scenarios and deeper philosophical dilemmas, and in the end she 
is left to confront her own disturbing past.   
The musical elements of the operetta include traditional and octatonic scales, twelve-
tone rows and set theory based on the overriding intervallic relationship of the perfect 
fourth.  The sets implemented as motivic ideas: 0-1-4-5, 0-1-6-7, and 0-2-5-7 are based on 
the perfect fourth and serve as the framework for many of the melodic ideas.  The 
instruments provide an accompanimental role often incorporating melodic fragmentation 
and contrapuntal textures and techniques.  Instrumental solos are featured prominently in 
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*Notes should be played without a specific tempo,
  but should create an atmospheric sound.  Begin in
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*Play measures in any order holding the fermata as long as desired.  Play continuously only pausing for a breath after the fermata.
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*Each instrument plays what they did while they were warming up for this operetta.  
The performers should emulate what happens before a concert begins by not playing 
in sync with each other and practicing whatever material is pertinent to them.





























*Play notes out of tune and with poor rhythm.
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*Play anything, the more ridiculous and random the better.
*Play anything using pizzicatto and extended techniques, 
the more ridiculous and random the better.
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the more ridiculous and random the better.
*Sing with poor rhythm, but try to keep notes in tune.
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*Each instrument plays what they did while they were warming up for this operetta.  
Except this time slowly begin to play less and less toward the end of the time and
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˙ œb - œ-
˙ œ- œ-
˙ œ- œ-








- ‰ Œ Jœ˘ ‰ Œ





























































































































































Wel come to the Heav 'nly choir where
∑








œb œb œb œb .œb Jœn








œ œ œ œ œ œ .œu
jœb
praise our Lord and Sav ior who
˙ œ œ œbu œb
˙ œ œ œU œb
˙ œ œ œU œb




































œ Œ œb œb œb œb œ
œb œb œb œb œb œb œb œb Œ
œœbb œœbb œœbb œœbb œœbb ˙˙bb
5
œb œb œb œb .œb Jœn











Jœ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ











œb œ .œ ‰ œ œ œ
3













œ œ œ œ œ
























‰ œb œ œ œ œ œb œ œ ‰
3 3














































‰ jœ ‰ œ œ œ œ œ œ3
But, may I ask you some thing
Œ jœ. ‰ Œ jœ. ‰
Œ Jœ. ‰ Œ Jœ. ‰














Ó Œ Œ œ
Ó œ œ œ
˙ œb œb œ
Œ œ œ œ œ œ









œb œ ˙ Œ
sing ing?
Œ jœ. ‰ Œ jœ. ‰
Œ Jœ. ‰ Œ Jœ. ‰






































68 ‰ .œ œ# œ
‰ .œ œ œ#
∑
Œ œ œ œ œ œ œ












‰ jœ .œ œ œ œ







œ# Œ œ Œ
turn this
Œ Jœ#˘ ‰ Œ jœfl ‰
Œ Jœ#
˘
‰ Œ Jœ˘ ‰




































Œ œ œ œ œ









œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ
3
three tril lion five hun dred ten bil lion
∑
∑
œ œ œ œb œ œ œb œb œ ‰ œb
3 3
eight hun dred sev en ty nine mil lion two
∑
∑










- - - - - - - - - - - - -
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*Each instrument plays what they did while they were warming up for this operetta.  Except 
  this time play sparingly, creating enough space for the violin/cello harmonics to come through.












*Notes should be played without a specific tempo,
  but should create an atmospheric sound.  Begin in














Steadily q = 72
∑
‰ œ# œ .˙
˙ Ó












œ ‰ œ# œ ˙
‰ œ# œ .˙









Œ œ Jœ .œ
œ œ# œ .˙
œ Œ Ó






















10 .œ .œ œ œ œ
3
œ Œ Ó




˙ Œ œ œ œ
3
Œ ‰ œ# œ ˙
Ó ‰ œ œ œ












*Let vibrate until cutoff

















































œ# œ# .˙ u
Œ ‰ œ# œ ˙ u
























































Agile q = 108
F
Cue: Well let me tell you how to not make the same 
         mistake all of us did.






Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ# œ Jœ ‰
œ œ# œ Jœ ‰ ÓF
P
˙













Œ ‰ ≈ Rœ œ œ œ œ









Jœ œ Jœ œ œ œ








˙# œ œ œ œ œ
self I can't wait to be
Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ Œ
















7 Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ Œ
Ó ‰ œ œ œ œ
∑
œ œ œ œ jœ œ jœ#





‰ Jœ œ Ó
œ ‰ jœ .œ jœ
health. But soon you
Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ Œ
‰ œ œ œ œ Ó
F
Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ Œ
Ó ‰ œ œ œ œ
∑
œ œ œ jœ .œ jœ




Ó ‰ œ œ œ œ
∑
∑
.œ jœ œ œ œ
may, your mind's so much
Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ œ œb
‰ œ œ œ œ Ó
arco
œ œ ˙ Œ
∑
‰ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ Œ
jœb œ jœ œ œ œ œ
dul ler and use less with out
œb œ .˙
∑
Œ ‰ œ œ œb œ œ
Ó Œ œ
∑
˙ Œ ‰ jœ
age so
w
‰ œ œ œ# œ ˙
arco
p
˙ ‰ œ œ œb œ
œ œ œb Œ
∑
œ œ# œ .œ jœ
3


























œ œ œ œb œ3




‰ œb œ œ œ Jœ .œ
œ œ# œn œ#
∑
.œb Jœ Jœ œ jœ
line keeps grow ing no
∑




















Œ œ œ œ
˙ œ œ
old to be









‰ jœ# œ œ œ œ
.˙
œ œ œ œ




‰ jœ# œ œ œ œ
.˙
œ Œ Œ









œ# œ œ œ
fool ish youth ful

























‰ jœb œ œ œ œ
.˙#
˙# Œ










Œ Œ œ œ
to be




Œ œ œ œ
˙ œ
frail and








‰ jœ# œ œ œ œ
.˙
∑
Œ œ# œ œ#
∑
.œ Jœ# œ œ
breath a lit tle
‰ jœ# œ œ œ œ
.˙









Œ œ œ œ
˙# œ
filled with







‰ jœN œ œ œ œ
.˙









































‰ œN œb œb u˙
˙ Ó
F
Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ
3
3
Ó Œ ‰ jœ#
∑
œ œ œ .œ ‰ œ œ







œ œ# œ œ œ# œ œ œ
∑
œ œ œ œ œ œ
3 3







jœ œ œ œ# .œ jœ
par ty'd through the night and∑
˙ ˙
Ó ‰ œb œ œ
∑
Ó Œ ‰ œ œ œ
3
∑
œb œ œ œb œ œ
3 3
gazed at my beau ty but∑


































œ œ œ œ ˙ Ó
3
∑
œ œ œ œ œ œ œb œ œ
3









œ œ œ œb œ œ œ
3 3




‰ œb œœœ œœœœ œb
3 3
∑
.œb jœ œb œ œ
















Œ œb Œ œ
w
Œ œ Œ œ
œ œ œ jœ jœ œ jœ































43 Œ œb Œ œ
˙ ˙
œ Œ Ó
œ œ œ œb œ œ
life here'd be come I came
‰ œ œ œb œb œ œ
∑
P
Œ œb Œ œ
w
∑
œb œ œ œ œ œ




































‰ jœ œ œ œ œ
.˙#
∑
































œ œ œ œ
left my med i




















œ Œ œ œ
but the




Œ œ œ œ
∑
œ œ œ œ
stor ies I'd







‰ jœ œ œ œ œ
.˙













‰ jœ œ œ œ œ
.˙



























































‰ œb œb œ u˙
˙ ÓU
F
Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ Œ
Ó ‰ œ œ œ œ
∑
œ œ œ jœ œ œ œ









Jœ œ jœ œ ‰ jœ
rid ing my bike when
∑
∑






œ œ œ jœb œb jœ
I was just sev en years
∑



















66 ‰ œ œ œ œ Ó
Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ Œ
∑
˙ Œ œ œ
old so I
˙N Ó




jœ œ jœ œ œ œ
got up here with a
Ó ‰ œ œ œ œ
∑
pizz.
Ó ‰ œb œ œb œ
Ó Œ ‰ œ œ
∑
œb œ œ œb œ œ œ3




œ œ Œ Ó
∑
jœb œ jœ œb œ œ
child hood of mine would be
Ó ‰ œb œb œb
∑
arco
Ó ‰ œ œ œ œ
Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ Œ
∑
˙ Œ œ œ
lithe but the
˙b Ó
‰ œ œ œ œ Ó
P
w
Œ œ Œ œ
∑
œ œ œ œ œ .œ jœ










































72 ˙ œb Œ
Œ .˙
∑




Œ œb Œ œ
w
∑
œ œ œ œ œ œ
3
could n't read Twain, Frost or




œ œ U˙ Œ
∑U




Dick in son. and with my
œ œ ˙#U ‰ œb œœ
3











œ œ# œ .œ œ œ
3
eyes los ing sight and my





Ó ‰ œ œ œ œ#
∑
œ œ œ .œb Jœ œ œ
3
skin fill'd with blight I'd trade my
œ œb œ ˙ Œ
3
w œ


























˙ ‰ œ œ œ
∑
œb œ œ œb œ œ œ
3 3
gold en com plex ion for a
‰ œb œ œ# ˙
˙ ˙b
˙# ˙
˙# ‰ œ œ œ
∑
œ œ œ œ œ œ œ3 3
sil ver col lec tion an y













Œ œ œ œ
˙ œ œ
old to be










‰ jœ# œ œ œ œ
.˙
œ œ œ œ














‰ jœ# œ œ œ œ
.˙#




















‰ jœ# œ œ œ œ
.˙#





‰ jœb œ œ œ œ
.˙#
˙# Œ
















Œ œ œ œ
˙ œ œ
face that once







‰ jœ# œ œ œ œ
.˙

























































































œ œ œ œ
∑
œ# œ œ œ
hear ing and
∑





























































































‰ œ œ œ œ Ó







Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ Œ
Ó Œ ‰ œ œ




œ œ œ ˙
F
Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ Œ





œ œ ˙ œ œ
∑

















‰ œ .œ œ
∑
∑





























110 ‰ œ œ œ œ Œ





Œ Œ ‰ œ œpizz.
To woodblocks
‰ œ œ œ œ Œ
Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ










‰ œ œ œ œ Œ
Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ








‰ œ œ œ œ Œ
Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ

























































































‰ jœ œ œ œ œ
˙ œ
Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ œ œ
‰ œ œ œ œ
æ˙




























‰ jœ œ œ œ œ
.˙
To bs. & sn. drum
Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ œ

















Œ œ œ œ
gave me the




























































































Œ Œ œ œ
.œ jœ œ














































œ# œ œ œ œ œ
.˙
˙ œ
‰ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ































Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ œæ





Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ œ œ




















‰ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ















‰ œ œ œ œ œ# œ œ œ œ œ
˙ œ œ






‰ œœ œœ œ œ œ œ œ œ
œ Œ Œ
˙ œ œ




‰ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ
.˙
‰ jœ œ œ œ œ
˙ œ
‰ œ œ œ œ
œ




‰ jœ œ œ œ œ
˙ œ
.˙









































Œ œ œ œ œ œ œ
œ œ
œ œ œ œ œ œ
œ œ œ


























‰ œ œ œ œ
œ œ œ œ œ œ
∑


















6 ‰ jœ œ œ œ œ
˙ œ
œ .œ# jœ
‰ jœ œ œ œ
œ .œ Jœ
œ .œ Jœ
‰ jœ œ œ œ œ
.˙#
˙ œ
‰ jœ œ œ œ
˙ œ
.˙




œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ
.˙





‰ œ œ œ œ
œ œ œ œ œ œ
‰ jœ œ œ œ œ
˙ œ
.˙
‰ jœ œ œ œ
.˙
˙ œ
‰ jœ œ œ œ œ
˙# œ
.˙




































































Cue: Let me give you an example of one of















œ œ œ .œ
∑












‰ œ œ œ œ œ









œ œ œ œ






Œ . œ ‰
∑
∑
œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ
some the sev en la dies there's a
.˙









































œ œ œ œ œ œ œ









œ œ œ œ œ




œ œ œ œ
U
œ œ œ œ U
Œ œ œ œ œ U
˙ Ó
w
*Play these notes in any register in fast flourishes.
  Let vibrate until cutoff by conductor.
*Play these notes in any register in fast flourishes.



































Œ . ‰ .œ
œ œ .œ jœ ‰ œ œ




œ œ œ .œ jœ




œ œ œ œ œb œb œ
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Cue: Oh, this one sounds fun...
P




œ ‰ Œ .
‰ œ œ œ œ œ œ









œ œ œ œ œ œ œ








¿u ‰ œ œ œ œ .œ œ œb œb
Kloeau? with a lit tle brown dwarf called
jœu ‰ ‰ .˙
JœU ‰ ‰ .œb .œb


































































.œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ







œb œ œ œ




œ œ œ œb œ
∑
∑
œb œ œ œ œ œ







œ œ œ œ œ
o ni um and...˙
˙
Cut: Oh, I'm sorry, I got caught up...
- - - - - - - - -
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Plodding q = 74
Cue: Infinitesimal fraction of His actions?




Œ . Jœb œ œ# œ








œ œ œb œ œ# œ
3 3
all in the blink of an








œ Œ œ œ#
F P
F
œ# œ# œ œ œ œ ˙
3
3
Ó Œ œ œ
what an
∑



















.œ jœ# œ œ ˙
un com mit ted God!











˙ œ œ œ# œ
think that se ven
Œ .˙ .˙#
˙ œ œ# œb
3
˙ ˙#
œ# œ ˙# œn œ
days and nights could con
œ# œ œ œ
œ œ Ó
Œ œ# œ œb ˙
3
.˙# œ œ œ
3
tain all of Cre
jœœ# . ‰ Œ Ó
˙# ˙#
˙ Ó
œ ˙ œ œ





œ# œ œ# œ œ
3
un dis tin guished
w w#
œ# œ œ œ





























˙ œ œ œ œ# œ
3
think that in the beg
˙ Ó
‰ œ# œ# œ œ œb
∑
œ ˙ œ œ# œ œ
gin ing there would
∑
œN œb œb œ œ#
∑
˙# ‰ œ œ œ
be no met a
œ# œ œb ˙
3
œb œ œ œb
P
‰ œ# œ# œ ˙
˙ œ œ œ œ#





˙# Œ œ œ
le what an
‰ œ œ œb ˙n





.œ jœ# œ œ
un cre a tive
∑





Ó Œ jœ> ‰
˙N œ Œ











































Œ œ œ .œ jœ# œ œ















‰ œ œ œb œ œ œb œ
w




œb œ œ œb œ œb
∑
‰ œ œb œ# œn œ .œ ‰
3 3
∑
œ œb œ œ œb œ œb œ
œ œb œ œ œb œ œb œ




œ œb œ œb
œ œb œ œb
- - -
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29 ‰ œ œb œ# œn œ œ œ#3
3
∑
œ œb œ œ œb œ œb œ
œ œb œ œ œb œ œb œ
F
œ œ# œ œ œ# œ
3 3
∑
œ œb œ œb
œ œb œ œb
˙# Œ œ#
∑
œ œb œ œ œb œ œb œ
œ œb œ œ œb œ œb œ
˙
∑
œ œb œ œb











˙# œ œ œ œ œ œ
3 3
he in his in fi nite
w
œ œ# œ œ#
w# w#
œ ˙# œ œ




œ# œ œ œ
man be so de
∑
œ ˙ œ




































œ# œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ
5









œ œ# œ œ œ
3









































45 Ó Œ œ œ œ
3
œ œ# œ ˙





Œ œ# œ œ# œ




‰ œ œ œ ˙





œ œ# Œ œb œn œ
3
œ œ# œ ˙




Œ œ# œ œ œ# œ
3







œN œ Jœb . ‰ Œ
f
Œ ‰ jœ œ œb œb
œ œ œ œb œ œ œ œ œ
3
I His Cre a tion made in his
œ jœ.
‰ œ.
‰ œ# . ‰
œ Jœ. ‰ œ. ‰ œ# . ‰pizz.
pizz.
F


























œ œb œ œ Jœb ‰ Œ
œb œ œ œ œ œ œ œ
3
im age and might, would have
œ# . ‰ œb . ‰ jœ. ‰ œ#




œ# .œ œ œ Jœn œ Jœ









Ó ‰ œb œ œ
.˙ Œ
trite.











































œ jœ ‰ Ó ‰ œ œ
ruth less what a
˙ .˙
˙ œ œ œn
˙ Ó






















































































































































œ#U œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ# œ œ œU
3 3


















*Each instrument plays in their own tempo.  The conductor begin by holding up a number corresponding to the appropriate section.  
Instruments play sparingly trying to interact with each other musically.  When the conductor holds up a fist, instsrumentalists should begin 
fading out by playing less and less.  Conductor chooses any order of the sections and can repeat or not play whatever numbers they wish.  
Conductor chooses to use different sections throughout the scene as they deem fitting and appropriate.






































































































































































˙˙˙## UH ˙˙˙## UH
˙˙˙#H ˙˙˙#H
‚œU ‚œ## U ‚œU ‚œbb U




















U œæ œbæ œæ œbæ œæ œbæ
U






stroke with a brush lightly
































































Œ Jœb + ‰ œ





















































































































































Œ Jœb .œb œ ˙
3 3
What is this place?∑


















































.Jœb .jœb œ œb jœ
looks like some where I










.jœb .jœb Jœb ˙
used to know.













































































































œb œb œb œb œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œb œ œb œ œ œ œ œ
∑
∑
Œ œb œb œb œ œ3
Do you re mem ber
.˙b œb œb
∑










‰ œbæ œbæ œbæ
œb





























































































Ease Back q = 96
∑





jœb ‰ Ó ‰ jœ œ œ
no, it was my
∑
Œ jœb . ‰ ˙ œb

















.œb œb œ œ œ ‰ ‰ œ
first a part ment I
∑
˙b











Œ œ Œ œ
∑
∑
œb œ œ œ jœ .œb œb
3:2 3:2










































































œæ œb æ œæ œæ .œæ ‰ Œ







œ Œ Ó Œ
œb œ œ œ .œ ‰ Œ
˙ .œ ‰ Œ













œb œ œ œ .œ ‰ Œ
œ œb œn œb .œ ‰ Œ
∑
œ Œ Ó Œ
Ó œb œb œ œ œb œb
Ó œb œb œ œ œb œb
∑































Œ ‰ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ









































































Œ œ œ# œ ˙#
3
























































œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ
Ó Œ œ# œ œ# œ œ œb œ# œ
œ# œ œ œb6
6
˙ ˙
œ# œ œ# œ œ œb Ó
6
&



































































œœœ##H œœœ##H œœœH ˙˙˙H
œœ##H œœH œœH ˙˙H
œ œ# .œ# ‰ Œ œ œ œ3












œ# œ .œ jœ# œ œ







‰ œ œ œ ˙
Œ œœœ##H œœœ##H œœœH







































œ# œ œ ˙# ŒU
3























































































‰ jœ# œ œ œ jœ œ jœ
3
Just wait a mo ment and























œ# œ Œ Ó






Œ Œ Jœ#˘ ‰





















































































































48 Ó Œ œ# œ œ œb
3
‰ œ# œ œ# .œ ‰ Œ
3
∑













Ó Œ œ# œ œ œb
3























Ó ‰ œ Jœ#











Ó œ# œ œ .œ œ œ3
3








Tense q = 74
∑
Ó œ# œ œ#





œ ‰ jœ# œ œ# œ œ œ3












œb œ œb ˙






































































Œ œœœbbb œœœbb œœœ










Œ œœœbbb œœœbb œœœ
























Œ Œ ‰ ¿ ¿ ¿ j¿ ¿ ¿ Œ3 3



















Ó ‰ j¿ ¿ ¿ ¿ ¿ ¿3
this shit ty a part ment
˙# Œ Ó








‰ ¿ ¿ ¿ ¿ .¿ ¿ ¿ ¿ ≈










































































































































































˙ ‰ œb œ œ
∑













˙b œ œ œ œ
Peace, I grant you








˙b ‰ œb œ œ







˙b œ œ œb œ






˙b Œ ‰ Jœb
done. The








˙b œ œ œ œ
past it brought me
w
‰ œb œ œb ˙b
∑
48






















13 Ó Œ œb œ
œ œb ˙b
∑
˙b ‰ œb œ œ







.œ# jœ œ œ# œ œ
with a life I would have
w#
˙N œN œ# œ




œ œ ˙ œ# œ
ne ver known all those




‰ œ œ# œ œ# œ œ
∑
∑
˙ œ œ œ# œ








‰ œ# œ# œ ˙
∑
˙# ‰ œ œ œ
knew I turned my
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The Scene:  Entrance to Heaven.  White sheets are draped over the backdrop and the rest of the stage.  A 
small boombox is set up on a small table to stage right while STORMFIELD lies in the center of the stage 
draped in white gowns.   
 
At rise:  The sound of forlorn pitches float throughout the hall.  After a little time STORMFIELD rises 
up and looks around. 
 
The music continues to play as STORMFIELD walks about the stage looking inquisitively at different 
aspects of the scene including out into the audience.  After a while the piano stops and an angelic voice is 
heard by stage right near the boom box.   
 
 
CHORUS SOPRANO  
(She sings) 
 
We praise thee, oh God, high in the heavens.  Who brings us life, life everlasting. 
 
 (CHORUS sings) 
 
We praise thee, oh God, high in the heavens.  Who brings us life, life everlasting. 
We praise thee, oh God, high in the heavens.  Who brings us life, life everlast (like a skipping 
track)…ass…ass…ass…(like a track skipping and eventually breaking)…ass…ass…ass… 
(STORMFIELD notices and walks over to the boombox before hearing someone entering and hiding back 
in the corner) 
 















It’s not an easy repair job.  It requires much time and attention.   
 




Now you’ve got my time and attention. 
 
(Music plays while ANGEL 1 attempts to repair the boombox) 
 






















(Suddenly she sees STORMFIELD and speaks nervously to BERNICE) 
 









I mean I –  
 
(Pulls a scroll clumsily out of her pocket. Signals to the French Horn to start playing.  Speaking in 
a much more stately voice.) 
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My child!  Welcome to the glorious kingdom of our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ on this 
day, um  
 
(To BERNICE, whispering)  
 




All right, that’s quite enough, I think we might have to fast track this one.   
 
(Turning to STORMFIELD)  
 
Well dear, what’s your name? 
 
(STORMFIELD stares awkwardly at them for several seconds before opening her mouth to say 
















Of course, my apologies, well... we usually try to get people more accustomed to what their 
view of heaven is before you get to see, (clears throat) well behind the scenes so to speak.  








Yes, of course.  You see when someone gets to heaven we usually have a list of what will be 
most welcoming and pleasant to them.  Unfortunately, we have been having a few technical 
difficulties with you…  
(glaring at ANGEL 1)  
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but usually everyone gets to see their version of heaven when they first get here before we 
expose them to the real thing. (brief pause) Maybe if I give you an example that will help you 
understand better.  Yesterday there was a man, his name was…  
 
(turning to ANGEL 1) 
 












Let me go grab it.   
 





Anyway this man was a humble farmer from Montana who thought actual pearly gates were 
going to open up for him with all heaven singing.  Of course we couldn’t get all of heaven, 
but we got as many as we could together along with all the other frills like wispy clouds and 
little harps, we even spray-painted those gates over there if you can still see them… 
 

















Of course!  Where do I even begin?  
 
(BERNICE signals ANGEL 1 to hand her the clipboard)  
 
We had this one person… (Flips through the pages of the clipboard)  Ah!  Here he is!  Geoffrey 
Smith.  I expected a pretty run of the mill entrance for him, but boy did I peg him wrong.  I 





























And when he finally strut down that strip of stage,  
(A MAN in a dress comes out from behind the sheets in the back wall and struts down the center 
stage, giving a sultry look to the audience before turning around and strutting back)  
 
for the very first time in his life, he was in heaven! 
 
STORMFIELD 
(Slightly taken aback) 


































Well that’s a little more complex. 
 
(A WOMAN in a torn jeans and a t-shirt jumps on stage with an air guitar, she jumps up and 








You should have seen the production on that one.  All the lighting, audience members, fog 






Yes almost as big a production as…   
 






The clock man was truly an interesting specimen.  The setup for that entrance was quite 




A clock on this wall, a clock on that,  
 
(A MAN with glasses walks onto stage holding a giant clock close to his chest, he gazes at it fondly 
several times before exiting stage left.) 
 
a clock above, below, inside and out, and every other prepositional place you could think of.  





I don’t know what to say.  I never imagined heaven this way. Where are all the bells ringing?  
Where are all the angels singing?  Where is my King of Kings and Lord of Lords and Savior? 




Shit lady, purgatory, are you serious? 
   
STORMFIELD 
 
I don’t know!  I didn’t think it would be like this.  I need to sit down.   
 




That’s all right.  It’s a lot to absorb, we can take our time. 
STORMFIELD 
 
Ok.  I think I would be fine if there was less, well, using the Lord’s name in vain for one.  
ANGEL 1 
 
Ha, when you’ve been here a few billion years working my job then you can criticize me!  
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(Mumbling to BERNICE)   
 









Ya, ya…  




I apologize, she gets a little testy sometimes when things don’t go according to plan.  She’s 
good underneath that rough exterior and that’s all that really matters here. 
And the cursing thing, you’ll get more accustomed to it over time.  Are you ready for the rest 








Yup, let’s just check the clipboard… Ah, here you are Reverend Nancy Stormfield….  Let’s 
see, let’s see.  Well this was originally scheduled for one year from now, but since dancing to 
atmospheric music and corny repetitive choir songs is now completed we’ll move on to your 
second stop: the heavenly choir.   
 
STORMFIELD 
(She stands up) 
 





Ya… sure… something like that.  Come on let’s go check it out. 
 






The Scene:  The Heavenly Choir.  The 4 members of the CHORUS are in the audience while the CHOIR 
DIRECTOR faces the audience.  A pile of small harps lies to stage right near the front of the stage. 
 
At Rise:  In the middle of a rehearsal.  The ORCHESTRA and CHORUS are warming up with music 
from the rest of the operetta.  The cacophony of noise should sound like an ORCHESTRA and 
CHORUS warming up before the start of a concert.  CHORUS members act as if their section of the 
audience is their section and attempt to get audience members to warm up and sing with them.  The CHOIR 
DIRECTOR looks out into the audience as if he is directing everyone.  BERNICE and 
STORMFIELD enter from stage left into the middle of this rehearsal.  The CHOIR DIRECTOR taps 





All right, everyone.  Can I have your attention, please.  Choir members please listen to your 
section leaders and sing along.  Let’s make sure we’re opening our mouth for the vowel 
“Ahhhh”. 
 
CHORUS and AUDIENCE 






Yes, that sounded very good.  Let’s try it one more time!  
 
(Points at different members of the audience to try to get them to sing with the person nearest them.  
He can say whatever he wants at this point to try to get audience members to join in) 
 




(CHOIR DIRECTOR waves his hands nonsensically while a horrible cacophony of A-mens are 





Thank you all so much.  I’ll see you all again the same time tomorrow.   
 
(CHORUS and CHOIR DIRECTOR go into the audience and shake hands, thanking 



























Just because you are in heaven doesn’t mean all your fantasies come true, but to be good at 




Except up here you have eternity to learn. 
 
(CHOIR DIRECTOR reenters the stage at this point and walks over to where 




Welcome, welcome.  Welcome to the Heavenly choir, where voices sing as one!  We praise 
our Lord and Savior who welcomes you this day.  I’m Harley, director of God’s Favorite 








My apologies, I forgot to turn this off.   
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(CHOIR DIRECTOR goes over to the side of the stage and picks up a sheet.  Marching music 
plays while he walks over and eventually throws a sheet over the conductor which stops the music.  
He speaks) 
 







































Not many as you can see from that pile over there.  
 













Well, it was a pleasure to meet you.  But I must be off to my next rehearsal.  The sun never 




It was a pleasure meeting you too. 
 












I know what you mean.  And this place often causes people to start spontaneously singing 
when their emotions are heightened or they’re around others who are singing.  It can get 








Oh no, I hear them starting up the rehearsal again.   
 
(Covering her ears and signaling STORMFIELD to do the same)  
Let’s get out of here quickly before we have to listen to any more music. 
 









The Scene:  Heavenly Departments.  Several buildings sit right next to each other including the Department 
of Gender Reassignment, Department of Orientation Realignment, Department of Tastebud Redistribution, 
Department of Skin Recoloration and in the middle is DAM or the Department of Age Matriculation. 
 





Please try to keep up with me on this next part.  The roads are extremely difficult to navigate 









Welcome to the city of departments.  Of course this is only one branch, but I’ll try to point 
them all out as we pass.  Come on now, hurry along. 
 
(STORMFIELD and BERNICE begin walking around the stage looking at the different 
departments) 
 
On our left here we have the Department of Gender Reassignment, allowing all creatures to 








Yes, anyone can get a sex change.  In heaven, all that is required for any transformation is 
documented paperwork and upon approval the change goes into effect immediately.  
Coming up on our right is DOR or the Department of Orientation Realignment.  Here 





Whoa, wait you can change your sexual preference?  And let’s back up a little more, there’s 
sex in heaven? 
 
BERNICE 
(Pauses a moment and laughs) 
 
Sex in heaven?  Of course there’s sex in heaven.  What did you think this would be a 
convent; that we are all a bunch of prudes?  No sex in heaven… and here you get to choose 







(STORMFIELD pauses in front of the building and stands staring at it while BERNICE 




Coming up ahead we have some rather self-explanatory departments.  The Department of 
Tastebud Redistribution, Department of Height Reconstruction, Department of Skin 
Recoloration, of course the latter requires orientation in how to discriminate or how to be 
discriminated against depending on how dark or light you want to shade yourself.  The class 
must be taken immediately before you begin your transformation…  
 
(Her voice trails off and as BERNICE walks off stage right)  
 
The side effects can sometimes be pretty severe for someone who’s unprepared to… 
 




Shit! (Covers mouth and looks around) Where did she go?  Bernice?  Bernice?  
 
(OLD PERSON 1 enters and Bernice addresses him) 
 
Excuse me sir.  Do you happen to know which way Bernice went? 
 







Oh, silly me, you probably don’t know what she looks like.  She’s about my height with 
brown hair wearing a cloak.   
 
OLD PERSON 1 
 
I haven’t seen anyone like that in a very long time.   
 
(OLD PERSON 2 & 3 enter together) 
 
STORMFIELD 
Ok, well thanks anyway.  (To OLD PERSON 2 & 3) Excuse me, excuse me!   
 




OLD PERSON 3 
 




Did you happen to see someone in a cloak pass by here a few minutes ago. 
 
 (OLD PERSON 1 exits) 
 
OLD PERSON 3 
 
A cloak?  No, I haven’t seen a person in a cloak since we first got here.   
 
OLD PERSON 2 
 
Didn’t we just see someone in a cloak walk by? 
 
 (YOUNG PERSON 1 enters and forms a line in front of DAM) 
 
OLD PERSON 3 
 
No, no that was a long time ago. 
 
OLD PERSON 2 
 
Oh that’s right, it was. 
 





Well, thank you both anyway.  I wonder where she went?   
 
(STORMFIELD moves back and forth across the stage looking for BERNICE) 
 
Bernice!?  Bernice!? 
 
(YOUNG PERSON 2 and 3 enter and get in line behind YOUNG PERSON 1) 
 
Hello?  Bernice?  Where did you go? 
 
(Finally she bumps into a man who is standing in the line to DAM) 
 
YOUNG PERSON 1 
 




Oh, sorry, I didn’t mean to… (Stares at him) 
 
YOUNG PERSON 1 
 




It’s just…you’re the first young person I’ve run into in a while. 
 
YOUNG PERSON 1 
 




I haven’t the faintest idea why.  
 
YOUNG PERSON 2 
 





YOUNG PERSON 3 
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What are you enrolling in? 
 
YOUNG PERSON 1 
 
You’re a newbie here aren’t you?  Well let me tell you how to not make the same mistake all 




When I first got to heaven I said to myself, “I can’t wait to be beautiful and young with 
health.”  But soon you realize, to you dismay, your mind’s so much duller and useless 
without age.  So day after day and night after night, this line keeps growing no end in sight.  
To be old, to be old, have your mind filled with gold and foolish youthful lusts pass away.  
To be frail and pale, your breath a little stale, but filled with wisdom untold. 
 
YOUNG PERSON 2 
(She sings) 
 
I went to the bar and sat drinking and waiting.  I party’d through the night and gazed at my 
beauty, but I’d exchange all the drinking for sitting and thinking.  That’s the life I long for 
again.  So meaningless and worthless my life here’d become, I came back to this line and I 
wait.  And I wait to be old again, to be told again where I left my medication last night.  But 
the stories I’d sell to my children would tell of a life well-lived and conveyed. 
 
YOUNG PERSON 3 
(She sings) 
 
My first memory in life was of riding my bike when I was just seven years old.  So I got up 
here with a bow in my hair thinking this childhood of mine would be lithe.  But the novelty 
of it all soon wore thin; I couldn’t read Twain, Frost or Dickinson.  And with my eyes losing 
sight and my skin filled with blight, I’d trade my golden complextion for a silver collection 
(points to her hair) any day.  To be old, to be old have your chin fall in folds as memories of 
love and loss fill your mind.  And the face that once flowered now sinks to a glower… 
 
YOUNG PERSON 1 
 
but the years etched away in my wrinkles will show… 
 
YOUNG PERSON 2 
That my sight and hearing and taste may be low… 
 
YOUNG PERSON 2 and 3 
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But my heart and my soul and my mind are aglow 
 
YOUNG PERSON 1 
(He speaks) 
 
Hey the line’s moving, let’s go! 
 
 (YOUNG PERSON 3, 2 and 1 enter the DAM line one at a time and come out changed to 
look old again) 
 
YOUNG PERSON 2 
(She sings) 
 
Now I’m old again; I’m reborn again… 
 
YOUNG PERSON 1 
(He sings) 
 
Wouldn’t trade all I’ve learned for my sight… 
 
YOUNG PERSON 3  
(She sings) 
 
But the crick in my neck and the limp in my step… 
 
YOUNG PERSON 1 
 
Gave me the vision… 
 
YOUNG PERSON 2  
 
And intuition…  
 
YOUNG PERSON 1, 2 and 3 
 
To live my life to its best 
 




Nice to meet you all! Hope it works out!  Be careful with those stairs!  Well, I guess I’ll just 
have to find Bernice on my own then.  Bernice!?  Bernice!?  









The Scene:  Heavenly Library.  An unnamed building sits in the center of the stage with bookcases on the 
stage with random piles of books throughout.  A computer terminal sits on the stage.  
 
At rise:  CHARLES DARWIN sits on the side of the stage near a pile of books in a bean bag chair.  
STORMFIELD enter from stage left still wandering aimlessly and stops in front of the building.  








Yes, quite.  I believe the tree of knowledge of good and evil is what you humans call it, but it 
is better known as the heavenly library. 
 
STORMFIELD 
(Without recognizing it is BERNICE because she is in new clothes with a new hair style) 
 




Do you not know me? 
 
STORMFIELD 
(She looks closely) 
 








Why is that? 
 
BERNICE 
Well, as your eyes begin to adjust to this heavenly realm, I will also appear different to your 

















Ha, no, no.  I mean regionally by, well let me show you at this terminal over here.  What’s 








All right, here we are, the Milky Way.  Let me give you an example of one of entries here: 
 
(She sings)  
 
In the star cluster Pleiades, to some the seven ladies there’s a system named Maia with two 
stars called Taygeta (She speaks) 1a and 1b (She sings) and a planet there known as Pleione 9 as 
fine a place as any to learn about… (She speaks) Boson particles. Oh, and fun fact the #1 
selling book on the planet is:  Measuring the Effects of Mass Spectrometry on the Atomic 








Of course, you didn’t think the entire universe was just for you, did you? (She laughs)  Oh 
wait, you did?  Well, maybe this next one will put things into perspective.  (She sings)  In the 
galaxy of Bo, there’s a system known as Kloeau, with a little brown dwarf called Saa, and 
here the air consists of fallusium and primogen and zeronium and… (She speaks) I’m sorry, 
sometimes I get caught up with reading the entries.   
STORMFIELD 
 













The book is called The Splendor of Worlds Unknown by Rjjamfk Bloorg.  I’ve read parts of 
it myself, quite an intriguing read balancing an exquisite metaphor of interspecies 












Earth, my home planet? 
 
BERNICE 
(She types something into the search and looks back confounded) 
 

















Well, let’s start there… Let’s see, let’s see… Wow there are a lot of planets, let me narrow 









Hm, that’s classified as a micro planet.  Now let’s see there’s another micro-mini planet in 








Yes, it looks like in the comments it says sometimes referred to as Earth, as many other 


























I’ve never heard of them, but this place is quite expansive and growing continuously.  Over 
















It’s much more than that.  On most worlds people try to cram all their learning into tidy little 
four, six or twenty year degrees and expect those among them who are educated to be filled 
with wisdom and knowledge, but even the contents of one good book takes centuries to 
comprehend.  That’s why the wisest in heaven often spend a millennium meditating on a 








Any individual knows very little of the universe and since the library is expanding infinitely 





Wait… is that… No, it can’t be.  I’ve only seen a picture of him once.  My eyes must be 
deceiving me, but is that Charles Darwin over there? 
 










Excuse me.  Um, excuse me, Mr. Darwin?  
 
CHARLES DARWIN 
(Looks up after a moment of finishing something in the book he’s reading) 
 





I’m sorry Mr. Darwin, sir.  We’re on our tutorial and she’s a little bit excited you know with 

























The truth?  You mean evolution?  No, that can’t be right.  It isn’t true.  (She turns towards 

























Well, tell me would it be more meaningful to you if Monet had painted that beautiful work 




I don’t know, I guess the first one feels almost too easy and the second more methodical and 




Exactly.  And don’t you think God would have the same such purpose for all his creation?  
Don’t you think he has more knowledge than you or I?  You think that one book like the 
Bible could contain an infinitesimal fraction of his actions? 
 
 (He sings) 
 
To think he made you and I all in the blink of an eye, what an uncommitted God.  To think 
that seven days and nights could contain all of creation what an undistinguished God.  To 
think that in the beginning there would be no metaphor or simile, what an uncreative God.  
That he in his inifinite wisdom would let man be so deceived by science and logic and 
undeniable facts, what an unabashed God.  To think without thoughts of doubt or despair, 
to obey on command without raising a finger.  And I, his creation, made in his image and 
might would have knowledge and wisdom and logic so trite.  What a hopeless, what a 
ruthless, what a trivial God. 
 









The Scene:  The Valley.  The stage is empty while the audience serves as the set pieces of the valley. 
 








Didn’t we already cover that?  No this is a very important place, maybe one of the most 








It has been called many things.  King David once called it the Valley of the Shadow of 
Death, but his rendering in poetic hyperbole and over-exuberant metaphors turned his 








Yes, he was given sight of this location in his vision, but David was prone to idealizing and 
romanticizing the world around him, as many humans are.  But if you really want to know 
what to call this place take a close look at the shadows out there.  
 
(She points out into AUDIENCE) 
 
STORMFIELD 
(She stares out into AUDIENCE closely then jumps back surprised)   
 














Human beings and there imagination!  It gets me every time.  Anyway, would you be 








That’s good.  You’re accepting the inevitability of the unknown, which is one of the most 
important steps to understanding heaven.   
 
STORMFIELD 
(She looks back out into the AUDIENCE) 
 












Depends on how you look at it.  A person who lives their life without ever looking down 
becomes like that.  They become the ones who are looked down on.  In essence a soul is an 
entity separate from the body.  When someone dies, if they have never connected or sought 
out their soul then their human essence is not infused into it.  Since the soul is the only thing 
that can survive beyond death if someone forsakes it in life, then it becomes an unattached 
entity in death, floating through the valley of shadows.  If one does not imprint on their soul 




So the soul is like a tapestry of skin that slowly gets tattooed over time with the memories of 





Yes, I’m impressed.  That’s a very suitable metaphor.  Although some of the souls do have a 
face or an arm as you said, they cannot quite manifest themselves into the human form they 








It’s like this.  Can you imagine only being able to use one of your five human senses?   If you 
only had your sense of smell, you could smell everything potently and such exposure would 








Yes, yes a good question.  You see, the soul is a tabula rusa just like some of the souls you 
see here.  And like a discarded plastic bag, if they go unused they are sent back here for lack 








For individuals such as Stalin, Hitler, Donald Trump, it’s easy; we just send those 
unimprinted souls back to your home planet for a new body and a chance at a tangible 
existence in Heaven.  The rest are partial souls left to wander Heaven, able to touch or see or 




So what you’re saying must be contradictory to everything I’ve ever learned.  Heaven is 




It’s really not that simple.  No one really knows the formula for manifestation in Heaven, 
God is the one who judges and decides.  It is the great mystery that permeates all of Heaven.  
Scholars, mathematicians and educated people up here have spent centuries trying to figure 
out the exact formula by analyzing people in Heaven, but it continues to elude us.  Up here it 








Almost, Come with me, we have one last place to see. 
 








The Scene:  The Apartment/Throne Room.  A simple set up of a couch a table and chairs and a home-like 
ambiance.  A few boxes off to the side of the room partially opened as if someone has moved in relatively 
recently. 
 
































It was so long ago.  Before I entered the seminary. (She speaks) It was in this apartment, this 

















Like I said, it was right after I got into the seminary.  Just one ordinary night, like so many 
other ones before.  I was walking up the stairs, heading to my landing.  Do you know how 
horrible the lighting was in those hallways?  The light outside my door used to flicker on and 
off all night long.  About a month after I started living there it was driving my so crazy I 
grabbed the light bulb and went downstairs to exchange it with the entrance light, so that 
maybe the maintenance guy would see it and finally switch it out.   I remember feeling my 
hand burn as I desperately twisted while covering my hand with the sleeves of my jacket.  As 
I was finally getting it loose I tried to grab it with my other free hand, but the bulb was so 
hot it slipped from my hand and shattered on the ground.  I guess I’d forgotten that it wasn’t 
a flickering light and was being heated by its own light the whole time.  Anyway, I screwed 
my crappy light bulb in and walked back up to my now dark apartment door, which I 
thought would be better.  It took them months to clean up that shattered glass you know.  
And I think it was probably a tenant who got so tired of the hazard that they finally came 













It was there about two months.  I called the super about twenty times to come and sweep it 












I’ve tried for so long to forget that horrible apartment building… to forget that night.  You 
know I blamed myself for so long, because it was dark out, I was out alone, I forgot to ask 
for another bulb outside the front door.  But what could I do when he held a knife to my 
throat or when he told me to not scream or he’d cut me open or when he told me to lie 




   
















I lived across from you.  In 22B.  That night I was getting ready for a night out with my 









I was leaving my apartment when I saw it all happen, but I froze.  I couldn’t move.  I 
couldn’t speak.  He looked at me with a stare that terrified my soul.  I ran inside and hid 
behind my door.  I…I failed you.  I know I did.  But I couldn’t bring myself to report it, 












You’ve been taking me on a tutorial all this time just to bring this up here at the end?  What 




I have to.  We all have to.  I don’t know what I could ever say to make this ok? 
 
(STORMFIELD sits down and begins weeping as BERNICE stands far away afraid to 




Except you can’t say anything to make it ok.  It will always be a part of who I was and who I 
became.  It will always be a black hole of fear and dread I slip into sometimes and cannot get 
out of.  And when I finally am able to sit down and breathe for a moment I realize that it’s 
not anger I feel for you, but sadness.  Sadness that you felt what I was feeling that night and 
were also too afraid to act, and after the fact too ashamed to talk to the police or contact me; 
sadness that the something like that had to happen to anyone; sadness that anyone could be 
so cruel to take that feeling of safety away from both of us.  I can’t change any of that, but I 




Peace, I grant you rest, from all you’ve said and all you’ve done.  The past, it brought me 
grief, but blessed me with a life I would have never known.  All those years I never knew, 










You were young and afraid, too scared of what you’d heard and seen.  Grace, I grant you 
peace in that life you led and this life you now lead.  Right now, I still believe, we can go on 
and be let free. (She speaks)  Maybe there’s no unknown proof after all.  Perhaps all we need 













To love is to be loved… 
 






Now you must go and do as I have done; be a guide to those you have wronged.  You were 
my last one, my most shameful secret of all.  But now that you’ve forgiven me we may both 
go in peace.   
 
(They stare at each other for a moment before slowly walking away backwards still looking at each 




To forgive is to be forgiven… To help is to be helped… To love is to be loved… 
 
  BERNICE 
(She sings) 
 
To forgive, To help, To love 
 




(BERNICE and STORMFIELD exit stage left together at the same time) 
